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Rufai, or Howling Dervishes—a sect fundamentally
different from the Whirling Melewi—-in the mountains,
between Hama and Aleppo. For the next night, Friday
of the Christian week, but the first Moslem Sabbath of
the new moon, a ritual Rufai ceremony was scheduled,
and the Sheik el Melewi was taking me to see it.
We reached Hama in mid-afternoon Thursday, and I
hoped that he would decide to push on so that we could
spend the night with the Rufai. But the French gen-
darmes advised us there was serious danger from bandits
after nightfall in the hills; so we put up at a hotel, run
European style by an Armenian, where I was sinfully
proud to be seen in company with one before whom the
proprietor and servants bowed as to a king. We engaged
a bedroom with two beds and a private sitting-room,
where dinner was served us later. My pious but prac-
tical friend, over a delicious melon and Turkish coffee in
tiny cups, offered me one of his long, amber-perfumed
cigarettes, and intimated that it was just as well. We
would see enough—and maybe too much—of the Rufai
on the morrow. They were a sincere and consecrated
brotherhood, he told me, and had supplied some notable
saints to the Moslem calendar, but they were more ad-
mirable for godliness than cleanliness, and had a habit
of serving even their most distinguished guests with a
stew of goat-flesh into which they also dipped their hands.
I guessed, and it turned out rightly, that we would find
the Rufai chapter house a somewhat striking contrast
to his own palace monastery which we had left the day
before at Tripoli, with its spacious halls and domes, lux-
urious terraces, fountains, gardens, and elaborate cuisine.
Friday morning we made a late start from Hama, and

